Like bubbles in a frozen pond;
But we in a lonely land abide
Unchainable as the dim tide,
With hearts that know nor law nor rule,
And hands that hold no wearisome tool,
Folded in love that fears no morrow,
ISTor the grey wandering osprey Sorrow**
0 Patrick! for a hundred years
1 chased upon that woody shore
The deer, the badger, and the boar.
O Patrick! for a hundred years
At evening on the glimmering sands,
Beside the piled-up hunting spears,
These now outworn and withered hands
Wrestled among the island bands.
O Patrick! for a hundred years
"We went a-fishing in long boats
With bending sterns and bending bows,
And carven figures on their prows
Of bitterns and fish-eating stoats*
O Patrick! for a hundred years
The gentle ISJiamh was my wife;
But now two things devour my life^
The things that most of all I hate:
Fasting and prayers*
S* Patrick.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               Tell on*
Oisin.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  Yes, yes*
For these were ancient Oisin's fate
Loosed long ago from Heaven's gate,
For his last days to lie in wait.
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